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The Way Of The Road 


Nights on a tour bus were long. Ribbons of road ran beneath them as they criss-crossed the country, passing 
through one city after another. Nowhere was safe from their sonic assault and they arrived like thieves in 


the night. They left like them, too. 

Candles lit the large sectional table as they rolled through America's Midwest. Night had long since fallen and 
the stretch of road that they were on was long and unlit. Mugs of coffee and bottles of beer dotted the table 
as the six men sat and slowly came down from the adrenaline rush of the previous show. Come the following 
evening, they'd play another show to another sold out crowd. 

"| got a question," Taylor started. 

"Shoot," Chris replied. 


"| want to know what's happened on these buses? Not just on this tour but on others, too. What secrets do 
you guys have in your closets?" 


Five faces looked at him, all of them lit by the eerie glow of the gently swaying candle flames. 


"You sure you want to open that particular can of worms, Taylor?" Nate asked. 


The drummer nodded and shrugged. "Sure. | want to know what goes on. | know some shit has gone down" He 
grinned, his face turned in to a grimace by the low light. "I know | have. I'll go first, then" Beside him, he heard 
Dave groan. Reaching out, he patted the front man's shoulder. "Don't worry. | won't tell them everything.” 


Picking up his mug, he got comfortable. "| bet you don't know that Dave can't sleep after a show until he's 
come. Yeah, like he doesn't sleep a lot anyway. But after a show it gets super bad. And when you're doing 
shows night after night.. Yeah, he's gonna end up looking like a zombie. When he starts pacing the bus, that's 
when you know it's bad. Like, he's all pent up and frustrated and needs to let off some steam. You also know 
that he's a mouthy motherfucker. Like, look at that mouth. He doesn't stop. And it's fuckin’ loud. Like, you could 
warn of incoming storms with that mouth. So, yeah, | gag him and blow him. Every fuckin’ night of the week on 
these buses." 


All eyes were on Taylor and he innocently looked at them all. "What?" 

"But where?!" Pat exclaimed. 

"Wherever we can. The bunks, the bathroom, in here when everyone else has gone to bed." 
His final comment caused everyone to look around themselves and squirm uncomfortably. 
"Don't worry; | make sure to clean up," Taylor said with a sweet smile. 


"Thanks, Taylor," he heard Dave mumble beside him. "Suppose I'd better confess up now that Taylor's outed 
our little nightly ritual." 


Dave took a slug of his beer before getting comfortable. Unlike Taylor, he didn't particularly want to go 
dredging through his closet to out his oldest, stinkiest skeleton. Carefully he picked through the decaying 
carcasses of his secrets until he found one that was both suitably cringe-worthy and mostly PGI3. 


"Nate, do you remember that time when all of your underwear went missing and was replaced with lacy 


women's panties?" 


Across the table, the bassist nodded and clutched his coffee closer. Dave could see the murder that was 
beginning to brew in Nate's eyes. 


"And | wouldn't let you go out and buy more boxers because we had to be on stage in an hour? And | made 
you go on stage in pink ladies panties instead of keeping on your twenty-four-hour-old underwear because | 


told you that smelled sweaty?" 


"Dude, | remember that," Chris chimed in. "No one could work out who that was. We all thought that someone 


had managed to break in and do it." 
Pat chimed in, "We hunted high and low. Thought it was some groupie." 
Dave suddenly felt small. "That was me. I'm sorry, Nate. | shouldn't have done it. But it was funny at the time.” 


He could see Nate's eyes boring in to him, the redhead's lips drawn in to a thin line. "I've got plenty of time to 
plot, Grohl. That might have been six years ago but don't forget that revenge is a dish best served cold” 


Dave nodded before looking Nate in the eye. "Your turn 


The bus swayed as it continued along the dark road. In the distance, this clouds hung low on the horizon 
Lightning flickered through them. Nate hunkered down and stared in to the candle flames. 


"| like groupies," he confessed. "Not just any groupies. | like the guys, ones that are built bigger than me. Before 
every show, | pick one up and bring them back here. When there's no one around. Then | have them pound me 


into the bunk" 
"So that's why you don't move around the stage!" Taylor chirruped. "Your ass hurts!" 


Nate glared at him. "You suck off Dave. | like to get fucked in the ass. No big deal" Nate grinned. "Or is it? You 
might want to change your sheets, Taylor, because last night it was your bunk that | got fucked in. Big, burly 
guy he was with a tshirt with Dave's face on it. Made the encounter that little bit sweeter. Coming over your 


bed made it even better, Hawkins." 


From across the table, Taylor let out a high-pitched moan of disgust. Nate chuckled to himself. "Is there no 
one on this bus that doesn't have some kind of freaky sex thing going on?" 


Rami raised his hand. "Me. | don't. Not that | care that l'm sharing a bus with a bunch of perverts. | like the 
idea of Taylor and Dave. That's kinda sweet and cute." 


Everyone's attention was on the keys player. 

"What about you, Rami? What's your secret?" Dave asked. "What have you done on this bus?" 

"Chris and | one night," he started. "This was a while ago. Maybe a couple of tours back We'd had a couple of 
drinks. I+ was late. It was warm. Everyone else was out and about. And | wanted to know what it would be like 
to kiss a guy" He shrugged. "Nothing else. We made out for a while and it was nice. | enjoyed it. Never did it 
again" He looked to Chris and smiled sweetly at the blushing man. "We should do that again ‘cause you're a 


great kisser. Maybe join the ranks of the sexual perverts that live on this bus." 


Chris groaned and wiped a hand over his eyes. "Yeah. Whatever." 


Dave grinned and turned his attention to Chris. "Your turn, Shiflett. No hiding. What's the craziest thing that 


you've done on this bus?" 


Chris sighed. There was no hiding. He couldn't be one of the quiet ones any more. He had to tell a secret, one 


of the many that they all kept. 


‘I've got a podcast that I've haven't put online yet." He took a drink and a deep breath. "I recorded the intro a 


couple of weeks back while we were travelling. It was late at night. You were all asleep. Or so | thought" 


Eyes darkened with the shadows of the night-time bus stared at him. Chris licked his lips and swallowed the 
lump in his throat. 


"I heard something, and it wasn't the usual sounds of a bus. It was a soft moaning that progressively turned in 
to groans. There were sighs and the sound of something creaking. So | stopped what | was doing, grabbed my 
Voice recorder and went to the other end of the bus. | knew that someone was fucking, or jacking off, one of 
the two and | didn't want to disturb them. But | did record it. And then threw thirty or so seconds up on 
Soundcloud" He grinned and his eyes honed in on Dave and Taylor. "cause you two don't just give each other 
post-show blow jobs, do you?" 


"You are fuckin’ kidding me?!" Pat hooted with a grin. "I knew it. Always knew it!" 


"No one knows who it is," Chris continued to with a grin, "but a few people have got close. Don't worry; | won't 


say a word. But | am using you in part of the background mix for one of my shows." 
He smiled at the two men as they rested their heads on the tables. 


"You might want to think about starting to get hotel rooms, boys," Nate chipped in "Sooner or later, someone 
is going to film this and it is going to end up on Porn Hub." 


Rami laughed. "Can you imagine that?! "Blonde haired cutie gets nailed by dark haired stud?!" 


The group erupted in to laughter although if Dave could kill, he would. His eyes were dark as they flicked from 


one person to another. 


"What?!" Chris laughed. "You shouldn't do it if you think you're going to get caught. Like Nate said, get a room." 
He turned to Pat. "Your turn, dude. You're the last one." 


Pat sighed. "Most of your secrets are amateur level, man. | did most of that shit when | was younger." 
"Yeah, we'd forgotten that you were a Hell raiser in your younger days," Dave sighed. 


Pat picked up his drink and took a swig as he let the years of memories roll through his brain. What had he 
done? What was worthy of being told at the table? Who had he humiliated? What debauchery had he taken 


part in while he was with the Foos? 
"You're taking your time," Taylor said. 


"Just thinking," he replied with a raised eyebrow. "Like, which one of you do | start with? The time | told an 
interviewer that Nate's health routine included drinking his own piss? Or the time that | jizzed in Taylor's pro- 
biotic yoghurt? Or how about when | wore Chris's underwear for a straight week before giving it back? Or 
perhaps the time that | spiked Dave's whisky with laxative?" 


Everyone stared at him, their jaws dangling. Pat grinned at them. 
"So which story do you want me to start with?" There was one person who hadn't yet had a taste of his 


prankster ways. With his grin widening, he turned to a distraught looking Rami. "Don't worry, young 


grasshopper, your time will come, too." 


